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for an audience, received a sharp reply, " Go
tell that witty fellow, my godson, to get home; it
is no season now to fool it here/' It was too true,
and he obeyed her, sad at heart. Sometimes she
would shut herself up in a darkened room, in
paroxysms of weeping. Then she would emerge,
scowling, discover some imagined neglect, and rate
her waiting-women until they too were reduced
to tears.

She still worked on at the daily business of
government, though at times there were indica-
tions that the habits of a lifetime were disintegrating,
and she was careless, or forgetful, as she had never
been before. To those who watched her it almost
seemed as if the inner spring were broken, and that
the mechanism continued to act by the mere force
of momentum. At the same time her physical
strength showed signs of alarming decay. There
was a painful scene when, in October, she opened
Parliament. As she stood in her heavy robes
before the Lords and Commons she was suddenly
seen to totter; several gentlemen hurried forward
and supported her; without them she would have
fallen to the ground.

But in truth the old spirit was not yet extinct,
and she was still capable of producing a magni-
ficent sensation. The veteran conjurer's hand
might tremble, but it had not lost the art of
bringing an incredible rabbit out of a hat. When
the session of Parliament began, it was found that